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LOOK I HE TRACKED^ 
IN SOME MUD/ THAT 
KILLER MUST STILL 
BE ON THIS ROOF ' 



fi 



- B\ 




*■•£*«'' 




Treat your serviceman or woman to 
this welcome gift! 



r good reading. That i: 
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These books can be sent only to the serviceman 
at hit military address. Just enclose fl for each 
12-novel assortment. We will ship your choice of 
books to a serviceman any place in the world. We 
pay all the postage— and GUARANTEE safe delivery 
or your shipment will be duplicated at our expense. 
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For three years the baxter gang had the 
safe manufacturers and a thousand safe 
owners tearing their hair—for no safe or 
vault could withstand the skilled onslaught 
of baxter's henchmen... , 



But FOR ONCE THE SAFE MANUFACTURERS WON A 
ROUND IN THEIR BATTLE OF INGENUITY AGAINST 
THE BAXTER GANG. AS THE TORCH BURNED THROUGH 
THE VAULT DOOR, IT ALSO BURNED THROUGH A 
BATTERY OF TEAR-GAS TANKS ATTACHED TO THE 
INSIDE OF THE DOOR. 





LAT&t, IN HICK BAXTERS hideout . 



BLAST THAT COP/ MY BEST TORCH-MAN... MY BEST 
SOUPER. ..KNOCKED OFF/ WITHOUT THEM, I'M BACK 
TO STEALIN' PI6SY BANKS FROM KIDS/ AN' THERE'S 
NOONE THIS SIDE OF STATE PEN WHO CAN TAKE 
THE PLACE OF CAL AND 




WAIT, BOSS/ 


\ JAKE GEDNEY/ HE WAS A ONE- 


TOMORROW'S THE 


iMAN SAFECRAKIN' GANG ALL 


DATE WE CIRCLED 


' BY HIMSELF— THE BEST IN 


— THE DAY JAKE 


THE BUSINESS, UNTIL HIS MOLL 


GEDNEY GETS 


TURNED HIM IN FOR THE 


OUT OF STIR/ ) 


REWARD/ IF JAKE COMES IN 




WITH US, WE'LL BE BACK IN 




THE BIG-TIME AGAIN/ j — -*'*' 
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Rick had jake sedney trailed 
when he was released from state 
pr/son. . . and a few nights la ter. 
in the furnished room jake had 

RENTED. 



PART OF YOU OH TOUR GANG, BAXTER 
I LEARNED MY LESSON IN STIR AND 
I'M GOING 

STRAIGHT FROM ) MAYBE YOU NEED TO 

BE TAUGHT ANOTHER 

LESSON, JAKE- 




IN * SHORT TIME, JAKE'S SKILLED FINGERS AND STORE OF SAFECRACKING KNOWLEDGE MADE HIM INVALUABLE TO 

HIS COMPANY. . .AND IT WASN'T LONG BEFORE HE GAINED THE COMPLETE CONFIDENCE OF HIS EMPLOYER . . 




JIn HOUR LATER, AT HIS FIRST STOP, JAKE FROZE IA 
THE ACT OF GETTING OUT HIS TOOLS... AS HE FELT 
THE HARD NOSE OF A PISTOL JAMMED INTO THE 

SMALL OF HIS BACK . . . p- — i — 

JUST PRETEND WE'RE 
| TOUR HELPERS, AND 60 ON 

H YOUR JOB/ IF YOU OON'T, 
lL FILL YOU SO FULL OF 
.ES YOU'LL LOOK LIKE A 
SCREEN DOOR/ 



Jake looked around desperately for a police- 
man, and saw no ONE WHO COULD HELP HIM. HE HAD 
NO CHOICE BUT TO OBEY RICK BAXTER . 





Half AN HOUR LATER, A T TH£ ACME PLANT . . . 

I'M GLAD MR. THOMPSON SENT J FMR.GEDNEY 
THREE MEN TO HELP OPEN OUR / DOESN'T OPEN FT, 
SAfE/ WETJ LIKE IT DONE AS J WE'VE GOT SOME 
SOON AS POSSIBLE, BECAUSE /SPECIAL DRILLING 
ALL OUR EMPLOYEES ARE f TOOLS HERE THAT'LL 
WAITING FOR THEIR PAY / X D0 THE """«■' 




r*VE BEEN PLANNIN' THLS CAPER FOR 
A LONG TIME/ ATLAS PAYS ITS HELP 
ON SATURDAY, SO THERE'S ALWAYS A 
BIG PAYROLL IN THE SAFE ON 
FRIDAY NIGHT/ BUT WE CANT DO A 
BURN JOB, BECAUSE EVEN A SR4RK 
COULD TOUCH OFF ALL THAT POWDER _ 
IN THE PLANT/ SO W 
NEED YOU/ 




THERE WONT BE ANY KILLINGS.. . IF YOU DO AS I 
SAY / ALL WE HAVE TO DO IS KAYO ONE NIGHT 
WATCHMAN, AND THE 
PLANT IS OURS/ 





Hours later, at the 
atlas explosive 
powder plant, rick 
disposed of the 
night watchman 
easily enough . . . 




WHEW, WHAT A HAUL/ OKAY, JAKE, START DRAGGtN' 


THESE TWO SACKS OUT TO THE TRUCK/ WE WANNA 


HAVE OUR 1 


ANDS. . 


AND GUNS... FREE, JUST _^m 


TO MAKE SURE YOI 


nriN'T rm _^JBH 


ANYTHIN' FUNNY 1 _^j JW 
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A$ HUNDREDS OF POUNDS OF EXPLOSIVE POWDER 
POURED DOWN FROM THE BIN ONTO THE TWO GUNMEN.. 




But rick forgot one thins thatjake gedney 
hoped me'o forget... the fact that steel 7»ps 
sharply hitting a concrete floor would 
produce tiny sparks.. 




...SPARKS THAT WOULD BE 
ENOUGH TO TOUCH OFF THE 
EXPLOSIVE POWDER IN THE AIR. . . 
ENOUGH TO BLOW TWO GUNMEN 
TO BITS... r 




While outside, as a police car 
screamed toward the scene of 

THE EXPLOSION... i 

1 I-I SAVED 

THE MONEY.. .I'VE GOT ALL THE 
LOOT FROM THE OTHER JOBS/ 

MAYBE WHEN I TURN IT OVER TO 
THE POLICE AND TELL THEM WHAT 
REALLY HAPPENED, THEY'LL 
BELIEVE ME/ MAYBE THEY WONT 
SEND ME BACK TO STIR 



AND JAKE GEDNEY, THE MASTER 
SAFECRACKER WHO WENT 
STRAIGHT, WAS BELIEVED. . . 

WHEN THE REST OF THE UNDER- 
WORLD HEARS HOW YOU TOOK 

CARE OF RICK BAXTER, NO OTHER 
CRIMINAL WILL TRY TO MAKE USE 
OF YOUR TALENTS/ SO I HEREBY 
SENTENCE YOU TO A LIFETIME 

OF HONEST WORK... AT YOUR 




Mike looms was through, the rackets he had built were smashed and a deportation order hung over 
his head. once out of the country, mike knew he would only be a poor slob. so with his crooked 
senius he devised a scheme of astounding proportions, one that would conceal his identity completely 
and enable him to stay in the country while a stooge double took the ocean -crossing rap. it 
worked without a hitch until mike grew careless and finally had to pay. . . double in blood. 




Not long before the surgery, mike loomis had been 
found guilty on thirteen counts, and the verdict was 

deportation . . ,, 

j mike loomis.you've broken 

dozen of this country's 

laws. you show no respect 

or love for your adopted 

land. this country doesn't 

WANT YOU/ „ 



Mike's mind moved with lightning 
calculation. he had to stall . . 





Later, a 
loose . 



■ HIS PENTHOUSE FLAT, MIKES RAGE BROKE 



BOSS, TAKE IT EASY/ 
OF ALL THE ROTTEN TRICKS A THIS AIN'T GONNA GET 
DEPORT ME-MIKE LOOMISV YOU NDWHERES/ MAYBE 
I COULD TEAR HMH^ THERE'S A 
THAT JUDGE'S JMK!=*!™a& BEATING THIS RAP/ 




At the appointed time fob deportation 



In a car parked several blocks a, 

swell/ now let's 1 ) 

GET MOVING. WE'VE i 




DoCFENWICK WAS A SKILLED SURSEON WHOSE SERVICES 
TO THE UNDERWORLD NAD COST HIM HIS LICENSE, BUT HIS 
PRACTICE WENT ON SECRETL 



A FEW WEEKS AFTER THE DELICATE OPE/UTION . . . 

I'M TAKING THE BANDAGES OFF, \ THE BIGGER THE 
IKE/ BETTER PREPARE YOUR- IsHOCK.THE BET- 
SELF FOR A SHOCK . YOU WON'T/ TER. HURRY UP, 
RECOGNIZE YOURSELF/r^DOC/ I CAN'T WAIT/ 
I ALREADY GOT A NEW t 
PICKED OUT FOR 




Mike held the mirror with But seconds later it was doc 

tremblins finsers. there wasn't fenwick's turn to be shocked . 
a shred of resemblance to the 

OLD MIKE LOOtnS 




Fan A FEW MONTHS MtKE LOOMlS, ALIAS MARTIN STARK 
LAr LOW UNTIL HIS FACE WAS COMPLETELY HEALED.. . 




Several bays later when the giant plane 
aii6hted in souther,* europe. 



At THE VILLA MIKE HAD TRADED FOR A NEW LEASE 
ON LIFE . 



YOU SAY YOU ARE HEBE 
BUSINESS 

EVERYTHIN8 




Mike shoved the car in gear 

AND WATCHED ir BECOME A 
f LAMING HEARSE FOUR HUNDRED 
FEET BELOW 



Returning to the states, mike 
began to reorganize his 
shattered empire . . . 



A WEEK LATER, AT A RESPECTABLE 
EASTPORT GARAGE 

WHEN MIKE LOOMIS CRACKED UP, EVERY 
TWO-BIT HOOD GRABBED A PIECE OF HIS 
INCOME.' TOMMY GOT THE SLOT MACHINES. 
AMBLER HOOKED THE BOOKIES. WARREN 
SEWED OP.THE DOCKS AND BAUER SHOOK, 
DOWN THE GAMBLING i 




When bauer and his thugs arrived, mike was ready 












Pc'MON. BAUER, STICK THAT J 
\H£AD OUT/ WE'LL CUTj^& 




( WE'RE DEAD DUCKS IF WE 




STAY HERE/ CLEAR OUT 


fttr ii on ' ngnl!-' 1 




L BEFORE THEY GET ffj 






ffc all or usrjul] 























Saver managed to escape but me left four 
dead hoods behind . . . enough to convince 
grant that mike, alias martin stark, had 

SHARPER TEETH . . . r 



DON'T WORRY, GRANT/ 
you'll GET FULL COV- 
ERAGE/LET'S GO, A 
BOYS/ WE'VE GOT "™ 
MORE WORK TONIGHT/ 




All over town every racket-gorged business felt the ruthless bite of mikes new 




It wasn't long before mike was the 
kingpin again. but the mystery of 
his identity began to arouse 
suspicion. 



A SWELL 
ORGANIZER, BUT 
IS HE? CLAIMS HI 
FROM THE WEST, 



010 YOU NOTICE 
HIS CIGARS? 
THOSE HAVANA 
IMPORTS... THE . 




THINGS ARE GOING GREAT.JUST 
LIKE THE OLD... I MEAN JUST 
LIKE THE WAY I RAN THEM OUT 
WEST^ BUT THERE'S ONE JOKER 
STILL BOTHERING ME...AUGIE 
BAUER.' BUT I HAVE A HUNCH j- 
,. WHERE HE'S HIDING OUT.W 



AnHOURBEFORE THEATTACKQi 

AUGIE BAUER'S HIDEOUT . . 




MlKE COMPLETED A THREE- ■ 
CUSHION SINKER AND AND AUSIE 
EXPLODED . . 



And then the lid blew off. 



NOW I KNOW I MEAN /"YOU'RE 
WHO YOU ARE/I SORE BECAUSE 
NOBODY BUT / I BEAT YOU/ 
ONE PERSON \ NOW YOU 
I KNEW COULD ) WANNA WELCH 
PULL OFF A ^ ON YOUR BET. 
SHOT LIKE 
THAT 




Disregarding manny's advice, 
lou crashed clamson's office. 



HEY, YOU CAN'T BUST IN HERE 
LIKE THAT/ THIS IS A PRIVATE^ 
OFFICE/ LET I 

HAVE IT, WtlS!^/ IF YOU RATS 
LIFT A FINGER, 
LL BREAK EVERY 

YOUR BODIES/ 



YOU ASKED FOR IT, PUNK/ THERE S 
ONE OF YOUR PROTECTORS, 
CLAMSON/ IN YOUR LAP/ 





GIVE MY REGARDS TO JOE GAVIN/ I 
TELL HIM TO SEND MEN THE > 

NEXT TIME, NOT POOL ROOM PUNKS/ 



When the rival hoods were all evicted, lou went to work 
on the factory... 



I BEG YOU... STOP/ I'LL GIVE YOU ANYTHING YOU 





When the smoke cleared . 



THE OTHERS LAMMED/ TOO BAD I 
DIDN'T THINK ABOUT THAT BACK 
EXIT/ I COULD HAVE SOT THEM 

ALL/ BUT NOW I'VE SHI 




I COULD ALWAYS DO 
BUSINESS WITH YOU, 

BUT THE 
"BOCK" IS JUST 
A CRAZY KILLER. 
HE'S GOT TO GO 
MY GANG Wl 
HIS HEAD. 




TWO BAYS LATER, A$ LOU #*S 
0NNI3 WAfHOME FRO*IAFftW~ 
LESS SEAftCH /Of JOE SAW*. . . 

HMM, THIS LOOKS LIKE A 
SETUP/ I SHOOK THOSE TWO 
HOODS WHO WERE TRAILING ME 
ALL DAY, BUT I THINK THEY'RE 
WAITING FOR ME IN THAT ALLEY/ 
THEY WON'T HAVE TO 

WAIT ANY LONGER/ , 




LlKE A BULL.STARK CHARGED INTO THE ALLEYWAY, THROWING THE 
WOULD BE KILLERS OFF BALANCE.. . ^^^^^ 



They were no hatch for the 
lightning savagery of "the 

SOCK". . . ' 



NEVER SAW THESE PUNKS BEFORE 
IN MT LIFE.' GAVIN MUST BE 
SCRAPIN' THE BOTTOM OF Th 
BARREL/ I GOT TO FIND 
THAT SKUNK.. . 
CAN'T KEEP ON 




Although shocked by lou's 
escape, manny had another 
trick up his sleeve. . . 

i told voo i'm not going back to 
work until i get my hands on^ 

JOE GAVI 



■LOU TURNED JUSTIN TIME TO 
RECEIVE ONLY A GLANCING BLOW... 




BlIT AS LOU TURNED TO LEAVE,. 

ALL RIGHT, STARK/ IT'S THE END 
Of THE ROAO/ GET YOUR HANDS UP 
AND KEEP 'EM THERE/ GOSH, WHAT 
A MESS' 



Late/i at police headquarters. 

tour frieno manny's left 
for florida/ looks like tou've 
been written off as a bad j 

LOSS, -TTtl"^ ^ 



A SECOND DEGREE MURDER 
CHARGE PUT STARK IN THE 
STATE PEN FOR TWENTY YEARS. 

THESE BARS A1NT GONNA 

HOLD ME MUCH LONGER' I CAN'T 

TAKE THIS WHILE MANNY'S 

OUTSIDE LAUGHING AT ME... 

LIVING OFF THE FAT OF THE 




Aa STARK WASRIBHT. HISFREMtB 
HATRED MAIN DROVE HIM IH A OES 
PERATE BID FOR FREEDOM . . . 



THIS TIME STARK PLATED IT SMART. 
AFTER HOLMS UP FOR SEVERAL 
WEEKS TO SHAKE THE POLICE, RE 
FURTIVELY SAINED ACCESS TO 
MANNY'S CAR . 



THE MOMENT MANNY PULLED AWAY 
FROM THE PARKPK LOT . . . 



J STEP ON IT, MANNY/ 
/this CAR CAN TRAVEL/ 

:t away from that 





YEAR LATER WHEN SQ»£ STATE 
OFFICIALS VISITED THE PRISON, LOU 
STILL BURNED WITH THE DESIRE TV 
ESCAPE. 



KILLER AT LARGE 



The man Britt Hamlin was following came out 
of the cigar store and crossed the street and 
entered a small apartment building. Britt watched 
him go undecidedly. He couldn't of course tell if 
(he man was the killer or not. Britt didn't even 
know why he'd picked this man to follow today. 
He might have picked any of a hundred men on 
the street. He had no positive way of identifica- 
tion. It was like shooting at a target in the dark. 
Dejected, Britt went to police headquarters and 
asked to see Lieutenant Stack. 

"I'd like to go over those Rogues Gallery 
photos again," he said. 

"Any time," Lieutenant Stack said. "Do you 
think you'd recognize him this time?" 

"It's better than cooling my heels," Britt said. 

That was about all it would amount to, he 

feared. But he had to do something — anything. 

The girl he'd been going to marry had been killed 

,, brutally murdered — and he couldn't just sit in 

the office and brood there. Four days ago he had 
taken Gwen home from the movies, had kissed 
her goodnight in the entryway of her building, 
and left. On the second-floor landing she had been 
killed — strangled, and her purse emptied. Robbery 
... and she'd been choked so she couldn't cry 
out, give an alarm. Ml Britt could give the police 
by way of help was that while he was waiting on 
the corner for a bus a man had passed by, red- 
faced and hurried. Britt had had only a Meet in ■ 
glance. But they'd given him the Roguts Gallery 
to go through. Now he was running through the 
photos again. 

When Lieutenant Stack opened the door a 
couple of hours later, Britt shook his head nega- 
tively, 

"Look," the lieutenant said, "why don't you 
leave it to us? You're not heping us, you know." 
"But you have no clues," Britt objected. 
"These things take time. Snooping is just a lot 
of time and then a lot of gluing of pieces to- 
gether. Why don't you relax and forget it?" 

"I can't relax," Britt said, getting up to go, 
"and I'll never forget it." 

As he walked the lonely streets, he still search- 
ed men's faces. But he didn't know what he was 
searching for. 

On Sunday he thought he ought to visit Gwen s 
family again. The Taylors were simple people, 
quiet and unpretentious but invariably pleasant 
and good-humored. It hurt Britt to see their long 
faces today. There were a lot of other people 
there, all speaking softly, all trying to say th* 



right thing. There were relatives and neighbors 
and a tew wno just liked to go around where 
there was tragedy so they could mourn publicly. 
Britt paid his respects and then sat with his own 
thoughts. 

"(jot a match?" a man said to Britt. 
Britt handed over some matches and the man 
sat down beside him. He was a man. of about 
Britt s age, tall and well-knit but pale and with 
deep lines at the corners of his mouth. 

I'm Walter Carr," the man said. "The guy 
whose time you beat with Gwen. Terrible thing, 
this. But it makes us, in a manner of speaking, 
brothers. The girl we both loved . . . gone! And 
for just a few dollars. That's the irony, the trage- 
dy of it." 

Britt agreed. "If only I'd taken her inside, he 
said. "But she was tired— wanted to go right to 
bed." He passed his hand over his eyes. 

"You cant blame yourself," Walter Carr said. 
After a few moments he added, "I wish there was 
something 1 could do. I feel so useless. And, 1 
understand, the police don't have a single clue." 
Britt's face was impassive. They sat silently 
then, until Walter Carr suddenly grasped Britt's 

"That man — the one standing!" Walter said. 
"I'm going over to him. I'd like to talk to him." 

Britt looked up. The man Waiter referred to 
was standing alone, staring off into space. He 
was shorter than average, but compact, with pow- 
erful shoulders and hands. The man's face was 
marked with pits and tiny scars, as if he'd suf- 
fered from acne as a youth. 

"Don't you know him?" Walter said. "That's 
Roy Molno — lives on the floor below. A wild 
sort of guy. Did time twice, I understand. Rob- 
bery and assault. And violated parole. Look at 
his eyes. You can see the meanness and temper 
in them." 

Britt studied Roy Molno, wondering if he could 
be the man who'd passed him on the corner. Could 
be, Britt decided. Could also be Walter Carr — or 
half a dozen of the men here. How well do you 
observe a man who passes you while you'ie wait- 
ing for a bus on a dark night? Any identification, 
Roy realized, was futile. He'd have to look for 
another way. 

"I'll go over with you," he said. 
The man Roy Molno, the man who'd done time, 
was very nervous. He didn't look at Britt or Wal- 
ler but kept his eyes glued to the cigarette in his 
hand. 



"*I — I knowed her since she was a kid," he 
said. "A skinny kid — and then suddenly, in high 
school, she sprouted like an angei. I used to kid 
with her — even tried to tike her out." He made 
a grimace. "But she wouldn't give me a tumble." 
He went back to studying his cigarette. "She 
wouldn't have nothin' to do with the likes of me." 

"Are you working?" Walter Carr asked. "I 
heard somebody say you were looking for a job 
— a mechanic's job?" 

Roy Molno looked up sharply, anger glinting 
like fire in his eyes. "No," he said, "I'm not 
working. And I'm no mechanic. I'm an electri- 
cian." 

"Sorry," Walter said. "I thought you were a 
mechanic. I figured I could talk to the garage 
where I keep my car. You could no doubt use 
some money." 

Roy Molno glared sullenly. Walter had pricked 
him with the sharp needle of his tongue, Britt 
thought, and Roy was quick to bleed. Waiter 
couldn't have done it more neatly if he'd been a 
detective trying to break the nun down. Walter. 
Britt reasoned, would be a good man in a squad 
room — the light glaring brightly, the suspect 
weary and befuddled, and Walter hammering at 
him with his tongue and mind crackling like a 
machine gun. Waiter had now established Roy 
Molno's temper and, more important, the fact that 
Roy needed money. 

A sudden thought struck Britt and he eased 
away, When he thought nobody was looking he 
slipped into the dining room, where the phone 
was. He dialed information and when he got his 
number he spoke very softly, but insistently. It 
wasn't easy but finally he got the man on the oth- 
er end of the wire to say yes, and. his pulse ham- 
mering, Britt went to rejoin the others. 

He had ten minutes to wait, and just before 
five he asked Mrs. Taylor if he could turn on 
the news announcement. Uncomprehensively she 
assented, and Britt turned on the radio. 

It was the announcer's first statement. . 

"Attention, everybody," he stated electrify ingly. 
"This reporter has definite news thai Britt Ham- 
lin, fiance of the murdered Gwen Taylor, haj 
learned who the slayer is. If the killer fails to 
give himself up before midnight, Mr. Hamlin will 
make public the name of the murderer. I repeat. 
The final hour is midnight. If the killer gives 
himself up voluntarily, there is a possibility he 
may receive leniency. . ." 

Britt turned off the radio. The room was hush- 
ed; everybody was staring at him. In a minute, 
he knew, the questions would fly at him. If no! 
direct questions, some kind of questions. He shook 
hinds with Gwen's father and mother, nodded to 
Walter Carr and Roy Molno. and left. 

He decided to walk home. He had plenty of 
time, and he'd pass two vacant lots. If Somebody 



followed him, he'd give that somebody an oppor- 
tunity. Murder, he figured, needs an opportunity 
as much as it needs a motive. If the killer had 
been in the room with him — or had heard the 
broadcast — he'd want to shut Britt's mouth. Britt 
had the' f«ling strong in his bones that the mur- 
derer of Gwen had been at the Taylor's. 

He did not look around. He walked slowly in 
the gathering dusk, his ears alert for footsteps. He 
reached home without incident. He felt pretty sick 
about the way his plan had fizzled. He had gone 
off half-cocked again. He'd yielded to an impulse, 
a hunch — and all along he should have left it to 
the experts, as Lieutenant Stack had said. Tomor- 
row the lieutenant would probably jump down his 
throat for having made a jackass of himself. May- 
be not' even tomorrow; maybe tonight. 

Midnight came and went. His plan had failed. 
The killer hadn't shown up. Bitterly, cursing him- 
self softly, Britt turned out the light and slip- 
ped into bed. 

He didn't know how long it was before he 
finally fell asleep. He didn't know how long he'd 
slept — five minutes or several hours. He found 
himself suddenly awake, tense, his nerves grating 
There was somebody in the room, he was sure. 
He couldn't see anybody in the dark, he couldn't 
even hear breathing. But the window was open 
a foot wider than when he'd gone to bed. 

"Smart," a voice said then. Too smart." And 
a body hurtled at him out of the darkness. A 
body with powerful hands that searched for his 
throat. 

Britt flailed wildly but his eyes Could see no 
target. The man had his head buried behind his 
shoulder, like a fighter protecting his jaw. and 
Britt's fists fell harmlessly on shoulders and arms. 
Lying on his back, he could pur no force behind 
his blows. And always he could feel the strong 
fingers groping for his throat. He gasped, and the 
fingers suddenly had him, were pressing firmly, 
alarmingly. Britt tried to kick, but the blanket 
restrained him. And his hands were becoming 
weaker. He gasped for air. ItktGvm, he thought. 
I'm gn/iig otil liki Guru and I wau'l tfri! know 
whri tlid it. 

His eardrums were going, he thought, because 
there was a sudden crash, like thunder, and he 
heaved himself explosively. ... He could breathe 
now, he realized, and opening his eyes he saw 
with difficulty the room was lighted and Lieu- 
tenant Stack was standing there, grinning, and 
two of Stack's men were holding a. man in a 
dark coat. 

"Can!" Britt muttered. "Walter Carr!" 

"It happens," Stack said. "He ain't the first guy 
who lost his head because his girl jilted him. He's 
going to pay for it With his life too." 

Britt could only nod. One thing he knew: he 
was going to walk down the si reel -tomorrow 
without having to stare into men's faces 



EDtefle^WMfe]D«a 




.111 NARCOTICS ARE 
DEADLY, BUT HEROIN IS 
DOUBLE DEADLY — 
BEFORE KILLING ITS 
USER, IT MAKES ITS 
USER KILL! AND BECAUSE 
OF THIS HOMICIDAL 
EFFECT ON ADDICTS, 
THE IMPORTATION OF 
HEROIN, EVEN roe 
MEDICINAL PURPOSES, 
HAS LOHG BEEN 
PROHIBITED IN THS 
UNITED STATES. 
FEDERAL AND STATE 
LAW- ENFORCEMENT 
OFFICERS WAGE 
CONSTANT WAR 
AGAINST SMUGGLERS 
AND DISTRIBUTORS OF 
THE DRUG, A WAR 
WHICH REACHED A 
GRAND CUMAX IN 
THE AUTUMN OF 
I93S WHEN... 
BUT LET'S START 
OUR STORY ON THS 
FATEFUL NIGHT 
OF JULY IS, 1935, 
ON A WATERFRONT 
STREET IN HAVANA, 
CUBA ... 




HOLD li; HONEY.' 

AREN'T YOU 
INTERESTED I 
YANKEE DOLLARS 
I'LL DAY YOU, 
IF YOU HELP 




MAV9E I'D BETTER 


\ DON' WORBY, 


LAY LOW IN AN ALLEY 


I sailor eoy. 




/EETEE5 VEB' 






ME. NOBODY'S ON 


SEE. AN' WE 


SHOBE LEAVE FROM , 


NO HAVE 




F*p™ ,^^ 




go/ /mm 


ME IN A , , ,..-^4F 




MINUTE.' JP*. til 


■'■Hat 










Jotl 


^•ftlS 




*;7hMmK#A 




**jm| Bt~ 







UNFORTUNATELY, THE U.S. FEOERAL AGENTS MAKE 
EXPORTATION OF MV -MERCHANDISE ALMOST IMPOSSIBLE. 
I'VE HAD TO SMUGGLE THE STUFF INTO THE STATES 
ON INDIVIDUAL VOYAGERS IN QUANTITIES 
TOO MINUTE TO SHOW A PROFIT. 




I WANT TO MOVE THE \ SURE, AND 
STUFF IN, IN BULK, BUT \l KNOW 
SO FAR MY EFFORTS HOW IT 

HAVE FAILED. I'D MAKE /COULD BE 
THE MAN RICH WHO XOONE, TOO.' 
COULD GET A BOATLOAD \ALL I NEEO IS 
INTO NEW YORK CITY. yATUGBOAT.' 
LIKE TO TRY IT ? 



<SURE. IF A FREIGHTER 

) LAUNCHED A TUGBOAT AT 

NIGHT OUTSIDE THE CIT>I 

THE TUG COULD ENTER 

, THE HARBOR WITHOUT 

ATTRACTING ATTENTION. 

THE HARBOR IS CHOKED 

WITH TUGS, DAY 

•ND NIGHT. 




MASTERS, YOU'VE GOT YOURSELF 
A JOB/ IN CASE YOU'RE WONDERING- 
WHERE WE'RE GOING, 1 STORE MY 
MERCHANDISE ON A LITTLE ISLAND. 
. THE CUBAN AUTHORITIES ,ARE 
^S_ SOMEWHAT DIFFICULT, 
TOO, YOU SEE. 




LATER, AT THE HEADQUARTERS OF DUTCH SCHUITZ... 



YEAH, I GOT W MESSAGE AWRIGHT, 
BUT I NEVER FIGURED HE'D GGT 
A WHOLE BOATLOAD THROUGH; , 
T AIN'T GOT NO MORE* 
200 GRAND ON 
HAND. 



WELL THAT'S THAT. tWOW 1 HUH? YEAH 
TO GET THAT STUFF 
UNLOADED AND SHOVE 
OFF BEFORE DAYLIGHT. 
HA I I BET DUTCH'S 
BOSOM PAL, FRANK. 
ClANA WOULD GIVE 
PLENTY TO LEARN 
ABOUT THIS 

TRANSACTION 

WHAT A HAUL HE 
COULD MAXE ■ 




WE BEEN FRAMED.' THIS AIN'T NOTHIN 
BUT BICARB.' DUTCH MUSTA USED TWO 
TRUCKS, AN 1 WE PICK THE DECOY.' 
OH MAYBE THERE WAS NO HEROIN.' 
MAYBE THIS IS HIS IDEA OF A GAG.' WELL, 
SY BLA2ES, I'LL FIX HIM.' WE'RE 
DROPPING EVERYTHING- UNTIL WE 

GET HID OF HIM AND 
HIS WHOLE MOB.' 



FRANK C/ANA MEANT BUSINESS. ONE BY ONE, THE SCHUlTZ 
MOB WAS AMBUSHED AND MUBOEREO. ON OCTOBEff 2.H-TH, 
1935 DUTCH SCHULT2 HJMSELF AND THE LAST OF HIS 
MEN WERE MOWED DOWN IN A NEWARK SALOON... 






j A FEW DAYS LATER AT THE ISLAND HIDEOUT., . pBBH3$| 


| THIS IS THE > -yOU SAID A ^ 

LIFE, EH,„ V MOUTHFUL 
1 MASTERS? lfcw-_ THERE, 


HOW COULD R0SI7S EVER 
i BE ANGRY WEETH YOU* 
I I LOVE YOU, SAILOR _, 
m BOY/ KEESWE.' jB 


m^Ss* 


t : 'tJBJTJtr /i\,j Li 


mZ 




SIP 


mm 


^jyCiJ^w 


i4 ; ^llPlilKSP'' ; 




THE BATTLE WAS BLOODY OUT B1IEF. 



SO, SENOfi 
LUGGIANO, 
■WE HAVE 
YOU AT 
LAST AND 
ALL YOUR 
OUTLAWS. 
IT'S A 




THE NARCOTICS BUREAU ' 
REALIZEO IT WOULD SAVE 
A LOT OF TIME AND 
TROUBLE TO ELIMINATE 
THE SOURCE OF THE 
HEROIN BEING SMUGGLED 
INTO THE COUNTRY... 
MUCH SIMPLER THAN 
HUNTING DOWN EVERY 
SMUGGLER AND PEDDLER. 
AFTER ALL, NO DOPE, 
— PEDDLING/ 




lATER, AT THE CAPITOL IN f 



[ BELIEVE ME, GENTLEMEN, 
I IT WAS A PLEASURE/ 



THE REPUBLIC OF CUBA OFFERS ^ NOW WILL YOU PLEASE 
ITS GRATITUDE AND ITS THANKS TO ) EXCUSE ME ? THERE'S A 
YOU AND YOUR GOVERNMENT FOR / PLANE LEAVING IN FIVE 
THB ASSISTANCE RENDEPED IN ^MINUTES.AND I'M KIND OF 
BRINGING TO JUSTICE THESE... I ANXIOUS TO GET BACK 
TO MY WIFE AND KIDS 




JoS£ LUOQIANO AND 
HIS HENCHMEN DECEIVED 
STIFF JAIL SENTENCES . 
AFTER A DESPERATE 
PRISON ESCAPE WHICH 
COST THE LIVES OF , 
TWO GUARDS, JOSE 
LUGGIANO WAS 
RECAPTURED AND 
SENTENCED TO DEATH 1 
ON THE GAiiOWS . 

CRIME MUST PAV 
THE PENALTY? 



iWe^bl 



New Reducing "Miracle' 



DROPEX REDUCING COCKTAIL 



(Reduces Excessive Appetite) 

Proved by Doctors to Reduce Weight 
9 lbs. in 4 weeks ... 75 lbs. in 2 months ! 

— by Reducing Desire to Overeat 

Y 



Clinical Tests Prove Use of 
"DROPEX" Reducing Cocktail 
Resulted In Weight Losses 
Averaging 2 lbs. per week 




PEOPLE TESTED 



? you are overweight due to 
overeating and want to lose 9 
to 15 pounds, try "DROPEX." 
Just add a dropperful of the new 
"DROPEX" Reducing Cocktail 
to your favorite drink before each 
meal and let "DROPEX" curb 
your excessive appetite. 

"DROPEX" Reducing Cocktail 
has been proven by doctors who 
tested it on a group of normal 
overweight men and women. The 
doctors' tests showed a safe, 
steady reduction of weight every 
week with "DROPEX" Reducing 
Cocktail. Average losses were 9 
lbs. in 4 weeks and 15% lbs. in 
2 months. 

_ Naturally, weight losses vary 
in individual cases. In clinical 
tests "DROPEX" was consistent- 
ly successful. "DROPEX" may 
not be consistently successful in 
all cases, but you take no risk in 
trying "DROPEX" on our Money 
Back Guarantee. You have noth- 
ing to lose but fat — so easily, so 
safely, so pleasantly. 




"DROPEX" ii 
diffsrtnt . . 
tangy taste. 



In Doctors' Tests "DROPEX" 
Users Lost Average 
of 2 Pounds Per Week 




"DROPEX" doe. 
not reduce your 
weight WITHOUT 
ANY SPECIAL 
DIETS ! 



"DROPEX" nihil 



"DROPEX" m 

REDUCING COQft L~~L~ 

COCKTAIL $Jm?2. I»sbssBb* 

Cut out coupon now as a 

reminder to get "DROPEX" 



CHARM COMPANY Der+.ACS 
400 Madison Ave. New York 17, N. Y. 

Please send me bottles of Drop ex Reducing 

Cocktail, a' " »" 



t $2.96. 
D Send C.O.D. 1 
D I enclo.e paymi 
O Send 3 bottle. 



will pay poitman 
for 46.00 (I fre 



DO YOU NEED 







$ 35.00 

\ IS YOURS 

\ for selling 

V only 50 boxes of 

our 300 Christmas card 

line. And this can be done 

a single day. Free samples. 

Other leading boxes 

on approval. Many surprise 

items. It costs you 

i nothing to try. Mail 

|, coupon below today, 



ASSORTMENT 





-■Mail This Coupon Today— -m 



COLONIAL STUDIOS, INC., Dept 49, While Plains, New York 



